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Went onward with valour, whenas his own was
All undone with gleeds ; then again the war-king
Remember'd his glories, and  smote with  main

might

With his battle-bill, so that it stood in the head
Need-driven by war-hate.    Then asunder burst

Naegling,
Waxed  weak  in  the  war-tide,   e'en  Beowulf's
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The old and grey-marked ; to him was not given
That to him any whit might the edges of irons
Be helpful in battle ; over-strong was the hand
Which every of swords, by the hearsay of me,
With its swing over-wrought, when he bare unto

strife
A wondrous hard weapon; naught it was to him

better.
Then was the folk-scather for the third  of

times yet,

The fierce fire-drake, all mindful of feud;
He rac'd on that strong one, when was room to

him given,
Hot and battle-grim;  he all the halse of him
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With bitter-keen bones ; all bebloody'd he waxed
With the gore of his soul.    WelFd in waves then

the war-sweat.